64      To iJie Dowager Duchess d'Aiguillon    [ires

myself that I could write French well enough to be mis-
taken for a Frenchman. The book too, I hear, says that
the real author ought to discover himself. I was the real
author, and never denied it But is not it amusing,
Madam, to hear an anonymous author calling on somebody,
he does not know whom, to name himself? And are not
such authors very respectable ? I shall not imitate Mnif
nor ask to hear the publisher's name: I do not believe
I should be much the wiser for knowing it.

I am told, too, that my letter to Eousseau is censured in
this book. It is very mortifying to me, to be sure, that
when so many persons of taste had been pleased with that
letter, it should be condemned by higher authority; but it
is not uncommon for men of taste and men of letters to be
of a totally different opinion. Nor am I surprised that
a trifle designed as a jest, and certainly never intended to
be made public, should be anathematized,by their holinessea
the philosophers and the enemies of Eousseau. It looked
like candour to blame me, when so real an injury was
meditated against him as the publication of his absurd letter
to Mr. Hume. Philosophy is so tender and so scrupulous I

I beg your Grace's pardon for troubling you so long.
You find I am so much of an author, that I contradict
myself, and think this very foolish controversy important
enough to employ two pages. Indeed it is not; and if
I were not alone in the country, I should not have thought
it worth two lines. Such a real genius as Eousseau cannot
appear, but he causes all the insignificant scribblers in
Europe to overwhelm the public with their opinions of him
and his writings. But he may comfort himself, his works
will be admired when the compilers of dictionaries and
mercuries will be as much forgotten as your Grace's
Most obedient humble servant,
HOBACB be remarked,
